FATHERS AND CHILDREN

and she was followed by a kitten with black
whiskers, and this kitten seemed to be Fen-
itchka; then Pavel Petrovitch took the shape
of a great wood, with which he had yet to fight
Piotr waked him up at four o'clock; he dressed
at once, and went out with him.

It was a lovely, fresh morning; tiny flecked
clouds hovered overhead in little curls of foam on
the pale clear blue; a fine dew lay in drops on
the leaves and grass, and sparkled like silver on
the spiders' webs; the damp, dark earth seemed
still to keep traces of the rosy dawn; from the
whole sky the songs of larks came pouring in
showers.    Bazarov walked as far as the copse,
sat down in the shade at its edge, and only then
disclosed to Piotr the nature of the sen-ice he
expected of him.   The refined valet was mortally
alarmed;   but Bazarov soothed  him  by the
assurance that he would have nothing to do
but stand at a distance and look on, and that
he   would   not   incur  any sort  of  responsi-
bility.    c And meantime,1 he added, ' only think
what an important part you have to play! *
Piotr threw up his hands, looked down, and
leaned against a birch-tree, looking green with
terror.

The road from Maryino skirted the copse; a
light dust lay on it, untouched by wheel or foot
since the previous day. Bazarov unconsciously
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